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pew were filled, and there, with perfect articulation and
the most beautiful Irish accent, he proclaims: 'A genius is
a person who, seeing farther and probing deeper than other
people, has a different set of ethical valuations from theirs,
and has energy enough to give effect to this extra vision
and its valuations in whatever manner best suits his or
her specific talents/ Noting how closely the cap fits him,
we thank Shaw for being so lucid, and walk down the nave
towards the stranger.
It is only Peter Keegan, a poor madman who will harm
nobody. Shaw will not mind his being there. Madman,
yes; but genius, no; for though Peter's ethical valuations
are different from other people's, he has never in this world
been able to give effect to them. Like vulgar sightseers,
we prod him with a question: what is he thinking of, we
ask. He answers that he is dreaming of heaven. Pressing
our curiosity, for we do not meet Keegans every day, and
with our mind's eyes suddenly filled, as likely as not, with
Tom Broadbent's picture of heaven as 'a sort of pale blue
satin place, with all the pious old ladies of the congregation
sitting as if they were at a service, and some awful person
in a study at the other end of the hall,' we ask Father
Keegan what his picture of heaven is like. The unfrocked
priest replies: 'In my dreams it is a country where the
State is the Church and the Church the people: three in
one and one in three. It is a commonwealth in which work
is play and play is life: three in one and one in three. It is
a temple in which the priest is the worshipper and the
worshipper the worshipped: three in one and one in three.
It is a godhead in which all life is human and all humanity
divine: three in one and one in three. It is, in short, the
dream of a madman.'
Bernard Shaw has come down from the pulpit, and before
retiring to his meditations is hanging around clearly waiting
to be called a genius to his face. If we call him a madman
as well, I do not think he will mind: he will be in such
good company.
And there this book would end, as The Real Bernard
Shaw ended before it, did not a certain Shavian memory
hauntingly persist, pleading to be recorded*